
The Tragedie 

Onely reicruedl their fa&or to buy foulcs. 

And (end them thither.butat hand athand, 
t nines his piteou^and vnpittiedend. 

Earth gapes, hcil burnes^fiendsroare, Saints pray 
To ha ue nirofuddenly conucyed away: * 

Cancell his bond of Jife,deare God /pray, 

That/may liue to fay, the dog is dead, 

O thou did, prophecie the time would come 
That 1 fhould wifr for thee to helpe me curfc 
n,at botteld (pider.thatfoule lumch^backt to.ide. 

J& MvAcM thee then.vaine flouri/h of my fortune, 
/raid thee tnen.poorc fhadow, painted Queene ; 

The prefer* tan on of, but what 1 was, 9 

The Bartering index of a direfufj pageant 
One heatfd a high,to be hurld dovvne beloty 
A mother onely,mockt with two fweet babes*, 

Adreamt of which thou were.a breathy bubble 
A figne ofdign:tie,a flagge, ' 

To be the aime of euery dangerous Biot, 

A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the feeade; 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers ' 

Where be thy chiidren,whercin doeft thou iov > 

Whofues to thee, and cries God fauc the Queene' 

• Where be the bending peers that flattered thee •> * 

Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee* 
ucchne all this., and fee what now thou art, 

For happy wife>a mod diflrelled widow ♦ 

For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name- 
For Queene, a very Catiue crownd with care- 
For one beifig fued too, one that humbly Cues) 

For one commanding all,obeycd of none: 

For one that fcorn.d at me, now fcornd ofmc, 

Thus hath the courfeofiuftice wheel'd about 
And left thee but a very prey to time * 

Hauing no more but thought of what thou-at^ 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art/ 

Tioii cidft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
V lurpc the lult proportion of nay forrow* 

Now 



ofRichard the third. „ 

Now thy’proud necke, bearcs halfc my burthened yoke, 
From which, euen here, I flip my weary necke, 

And leaue the burthen of it all on thee : 

Farewell Yorkcs wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Tnefe Fnglifh wars, will make me fmile in France. 

O thou well skild in curfes, flay a while. 

And teach m e ho w to curfe mine enemies 4 

r, Forbearc to fleepothe night, and fall the day. 
Compare dead happineffe with lining woe, 

Tfiinkc that babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is 
Bettring thy Ioffe makes the bad caufel wor/c, 

Reuoluing t his, will teach thcc how toxur fe. 

My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 

Jj)^Ad t Thy woes wil make them fliarp,&piercc like mine, 
Dnt • Why fhotild calamitie be full of words? ExttMar, 
Jj?u ( kindle atturnies to your clients woes, 

Aierie fucceedcrs of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators ofmifcries. 

Let them haue fcope f though what they do impart 
Helpenot at all, yet do they eafethe heart/ 

Dnti If fo, then be not tongue- tide, goe with me, 

And in the breath of bitter words, lets Another . 

My damned (bnne, which thy two fonnes fmothred : 

2 heare his drum,be copious in cxclaimes. 

Enter king 'Richard rnzrchtng with D rummed 
and Trumpet s % 

King* Who intercepts my expedition ? 

Hutc A (be, that might .haueincrceptedthee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed womhe, 

From all the fhtighters wretch, that thou haft done. 

Qu % Hid'ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne. 
Where would be grauen, if that right were right, 
Zheflaughteroftlie Prince that owdc that crow ne, 

And the dire death of my two formes, and brothers.: 

Sell me thou villaine ftaite, where are my children ? 

, ' Dta* 






